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“ORIGINAL MORAL TALES. 


“The lonely hermit’s hat ts here 
* His bed the leaves of trees, 
“Unseen he sheds the burning tear, 
“And murmurs to the breeze.” 





SULLIVAN’S ISLAND, 
OR THE ADVENTURES OF A HERMIT. 
FOUNDED ON FACT. 
Some time after the first settlers had arrived in 


it best to await the arrival of some one from the 
colony who would barter with him for the hats 


,and other articles in his Pussession, which he had 


made. 
arly one morning, having wandered over the 
long sandy beach which winds round the island, 


he was returning to his lonely habitation, when,’ 


casting his eyes towards the spot where the colony) 


was situated, he discovered a little boat, making its, 
way through the waves, and gliding, at length, into 


mit; “would it could reach to England's happy 
shore, and enliven, though for a moment, some who 
dwell ther: Te 

“Do you then feel an interest in the happiness 
of those whom thousands of miles separate u 
trom ¢" 
/ “Yes. I have friends, near and dear to me 
whose bosoms are afflicted with anguish on my ac- 
count, and who, could they but discover any traces 
of my retreat, would abandon every thing, and en- 


Carolina, and commenced a permanent settlement, ;# smooth and deep cove, about a mile from his hut.) deavour to make me spend the remainder of my 
a singular personage landed at Charleston, and | With joy he hastened thither, and soon recognised,| life with them.” 
a: — } . 


made minute inquiries concerning the neighbouring | 


in the navigator, the settler to whose attention he. 


“ PT have often wished to knew the cause of your 


islands. This led to some conjectures among the ‘owed so much of the comforts which he enjoyed.) miseries, not from an idle wish to pry into your se- 
inhabitants, why he should be so anxious to know) Having drawn the boat some distance up the beach,) crets, but to alleviate them, if in my power.” 


what they had not yet troubled their heads about.| for fear of the returning tide, he conducted him to| 


“And | have as often wished to tell you, but 


jut as any addition to their number would be of |, his little cot, where the settler was surprised to find) something has always intervened which has hith- 


creat importance, fas the savages were inclined to every thing arranged in the neatest manner, and erto prevented ne. 


You acted the part of a kind 


be hostile,) they made overtures for accommodating | Several necessaries, manufactured by the industrious} friend to me, when in this western world J first land- 
him, as well as in their power, provided he would | hermit from the few materials which the island fur-| ed, and 1 will entrust to your keeping that secret 


jow them. But, with a determination not to be | 


nished. Chairs, stools, and a table, with a small) 


which L had hoped to carry to my grave, for your 


* . + . . ' ‘| ° - 
shaken, he continued firm in his intention of inha-|, bed, gave an air of comfort to the inside, and the) speech and behaviour strongly remind me of one 


biting an island, desolate in appearance, and desert- | 
ed by even savage men. Therefore, accompanied | 


tight manner in which the outside was thatched! 


and boarded, showed that his habitation was aro-! 


) Who, | trust, is in heaven.” 
| © With pleasure I will attend, and as it is early, 


by a friendly setder, who lent the small skiff which | tected fromthe weather. Having made several in-) let us lengthen our walk.” 
A ‘ i 


conve ye a the few worldly articles in his possession, | quiries ol the hermit concerning his manner ol i 


The hermit complied, and then commenced the 


° . . . ii lows ro > . > sy « ‘ i ,¢ role '¢ . - 
he bad adieu to his transitory acquaintances, and | living, &ec., the settler exchanged a few articles,! following narrative: 


. . . ae vr » . . ses 7 ai! 
soon landed on what is now called Sullivan’s Isl-| Such as needles, thread, and provisions, for the i 


* My history will not oceupy much time—it ts 


and. The same friendly hand which provided him | palmetto hats, of which the hermit had several, and! simply this. Lt was born in England; my father 


with conveyance thither, served to assist him in|) 
constructing a rude hut, partly from some rough |, 
boards brought with them, and partly from some! 
palmetto trees, with which the island abounded. | 
They thatched the roof with the leaves of the! 
palmetto, and dug a small well for water, which,’ 
luckily, was very good, The settler being obliged | 
to return, now bade an affectionate farewell to this’ 
singular being, who seemed not destitute of those! 


° * . . . | 
fine feelings which would have made him an orna- | 
Being now left to! 


ment and a blessing to society. 
limsel!, having provisions enough for some time to! 
come, furnished by the liberality of those among! 
Whom he had refused to settle, he turned his atten-| 
tion to fitting up his hut as well as the nature of the! 
place, and his circumstances, would permit. For! 
this purpose, with a small hatchet, he succeeded in| 
cutting down several of the palmetto trees, (the on-! 
ly production of the island,) and sinking them down 
as deep as he well could, into the sand, he made a| 
prop and sure foundation, which might resist the| 
raging of the most violent storms. With the dried’ 
‘caves of the above-mentioned tree, he contrived to) 
make a tew comfortable seats, using the wood of the| 
tree tor the frame, and the straw for the bottoms ;4 
his gun hung over the mantel-piece of this rude cot,| 
and his bible, (with which he was well acquainted, ) 
‘ogether with a few books, occupied a small shelf. 
Having little to do, he turned his attention to nlaie-| 
ng hats out of the palmetto, and having made one 
lor himself, and another as a present to his kind 
‘riend, he continued his business until he had col- 
ected as many as the thread which he had would 
“CW 5 and his provisions being almost out, he thought 
*riously on a visit to the settlement. But as fish 
‘ere plenty, and he had lines, he was under no 





receiving a large one, as a present for himsel!, he 
jumped inte his frail bark, and departed. 

Not many days elapsed, before several of the in- 
habitants came to the island, brought thither by cu- 
riosity, and a desire to converse with him, and dis- 
cover, if possible, the reasons which had induced 
him to abandon the pleasures of a civilized life, and 
seek a residence on a barren and sandy island.| 
But as he maintained a determined silence on that) 
head, politeness, and a respect for his feelings, ot 
strained them from further attempting to gratify 
what might seem an idle curiosity, On their return! 
to Charleston, they could give no information re- 
specting his name or motives, but what was known| 
before; and when speaking of the hermit, the in- 
habitants began to call him Governor ‘Tufts, which 
name he ever afterwards went by. 

Thus the hermit passed his life; his days flowed 
on, uninterrupted, and engaged in providing for his 
subsistence, time never hung heavy on his hands. 
In character he was mild, amiable, and, when com- 
pany visited him, interesting in bis conversation,) 
which marked the gentleman, and the former man 
of the world. 

Various were the underbanded methods resorted 
to to obtain from him the reasons of his settlement 
on the island ; but some common-place answer al-| 
ways stopped them, and silenced them at least for 
the present. 

One evening his old friend, the settler, walking 
arm in arm with him over the beach, which was 
hard, and an excellent place for walking when it was 
low tide, commenced the following conversation : 

“ What a lovely evening ! the moon-beams dance 
on the waters as lively as if they were conscious of 
what they were doing.” 








“Oprehension of starving, and therefore thought 





“Yes; “tis, indeed, a sweet night,” said the her- 


ee ——— 


was a merchant, to whom ‘every wind that blew? 
| brought some increase of property ; and as he des- 
-tined me to succeed him in his business, I first re- 
ceived an excellent education, and on my complet- 
ang my eighteenth year, was regularly entered mto 
ithe counting-house as an apprentice, and faithfully 
‘served three years. I was then made head clerk, 
‘which place | continued ia until the day I entered 
my twenty-fifth year, when, early in the morning of 
liny birth-day, my father presented me with the ne- 


| cessary papers, the signature of which would make 


‘ine his partner. —During my apprenticeship | had 
accidentally one night been p. esent at a ball. i 
say accidentally, for if my father had known it he 
would have severely reprimanded me, and as I 
loved him, I endeavoured to gratify him in what he 
requested, as regarded dancing, especially as the 
denial of it was not a source of much disappoint. 
ment tome. Having met some friends that had 
just landed, who had finished their travels in Italy, 
France, and in a great part of Europe, | adjouraed 
to the next tavern with them, to drink a bottle of 
wine, and talk over the circumstances which had 
happened to us in the interval of some years. We 
conversed for some time, and one of the young men 
informed us that he had not been in England one 
day before he received an invitation to a ball, and 
that he had tickets for three or four of whatever 
friends he chose to invite. As that was about our 
number, he proposed we should all go. I made 
some objections, but they were over-ruled, and J 
reluctantly consented to make one of the party. 
During the evening I was introduced to a young 
lady, by far the handsomest in the room, and indeed, 
as I thought, the loveliest being [had ever laid my 
eyes on. I danced with her, saw her home, and 
called the next day to inquire after her health. Thus 
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nt e commenced ripened | pointmes ey | married, when he was many others, commenced the settlement of Chari, 
eu thi fit ly rie is tut ilp ta {a mat ne had justionmed ton Ilere he remained, and as he had m 
which we mon found: was pure holw howe I for wit! rer of a very wealthy citi- enou \ i himself principally to the cars 
eb , 4 7) ' in} orl ee} iit cA ‘ t mm. four ! : j . i al | daugliter-in-law. ind here 
' het ] ite ‘ r ‘ in it ket > th ‘ “lelt y ol once more seemg hos | 
ied by i conduet so muct i hortive, at that fhe tad a@lienuth veel tae A re m™ ition LOUOR place —uill was y 
' feu ' le kind b + how wrot ted y the ulisees na vas forgiven. ‘The family reimoved to s 
knows | bout her. and as she hand of Providence, which, im @ miraculous man- |ivan’s-lsland, and there commenced building. J 
wis niv | j the thought fit. £5 ner. or rather in WwW it seemed » to him. had bermit.,’as he was alw ivs Called) or ¢ tplai l 
it wa n tiles fon continue longer hid. f brought i his very path-way, both the mother Would not have leis bi it veplaced by a better habi 
the trequenes of my absence trom the counting- and ter infant hor beme., by accident, mn a@ dil-) Gon, but rendered it more convenient, and enlarg: 
house exerted susproon that all was not right. terent part of the city, he was alarmed by the cries 't for the residence of them ail. Their lives Were 
flowever, as | managed to heep secrets, and as my Ol a woman in distress, and hastening thither with passed ino security and ease; and although thes 
upprenticestiiup was near ot end when | first saw) Sotne other persons, was the means, with them, of had tew of the luxurit s, Yel Uiey enjoyed the solid 
her, by dint ot bard sell-denial, | contrived to ma- rescuing her from the grasp of some villlans, Who Coltorts of life. Nothing transpired to titerrups 
nage my visits that they should be less, and given Were usmg her im a very unbecoming manner. By the tr miquillity of thei lives ; they all saw a £oug 
an the day time. , the light of a lamp near by he discovered who it old age; and the renowned Fort Moultrie now 
Time ran on, and all passed pretty smoothiv, Was, and as he had long since been wavermg in marks the spot where their graves stand. SOBLESK 
and as T imagined, all suspicion lulled asleep, when lis intention of forsaking his sou aud his he Ipless 
one day my father called me to his study (for he | temily for ever, he determined to break the tee, a» THE IDLER. 


devoted some hours to reading every day) and told) it were, and become recouciled, once more, to hits 





Ves, there are such—poor, lonely, worthless things, 
Viliose hearts are callous to the voice of jove, 
~ They lve io warfare with the laws of Gud, 


me that he had been informed from a certain son, to afford him a shelter, and restore him to his 
source of the frequency Ofiny visits fo Montgomery-| anewent prival yes. 


mansion-house, and charging me never to go thither The daughter of the wealthy citizen, with whom * And die 45 heartless us (hey ever lived.” 

again I was young, and could not resist the temp. he had intended to have married him, had been : SMES: C2gte oc e. 
tation, and thinking all would be over in a few dead some time; and the feelings of nature at} COUNTRY OLD MAIDS. 

days, the morning im which my father made me length overcoming those of avarice, he determined AN EVE SKETCH 

his partner, |made him father-in-law to my wife.|to forgive his son, and to treat him in future so as You no doubt recollect, Mr. Morris, that not 


Nothing could exceed bis rape when LE informed to endeavour to make hum forget what he bad done. many days since ,one of the occasional visitants at 
him of the event, and he immediately cut me of! Chance gave him an opportunity, and he resolved) your literary drawing-room, who was strongly sus. 
with a shilling, turned me out of the house, and re- hot to let it pass by unemployed ; so calling tor it} pected of being near * low water mark,” made his 
fused to lend any assistance to us in our he Iple Ss It oach, he ordered the coachman to drive to « house | obeisance ; preparatory to au intended excursion to 
condition. \ which he owned in that part of the town, and, ou! Uie country, tor the treble purposes of strengthen- 
“Pf lived for some time happily, notwithstand- | arriving at the door, had her carried up stairs, and jing hus nerves, maturing his logic, aud speeding with 
ing what had befallen me, tor EP was happy in her) lodged in the best chamber the house afforded, (for | tus treads, among whom he was in the hope of re- 
company, until one evenmug re turning home. |) she had tamted, )s id eve ry vecessary altention was | Og Nisihg his old acquaintance, Primetit. Itis with 
found the house deserted by her and an only in-| paid her He intended in the morning to send a ser-|| io Common sensations of pleasure that he is ena- 
fant son. 1 waited for some time, until my pa- | vant to his son, and let him kaow the condition of || bled to ac quaint you, that alter sundry “ accidents 
tience was exhausted by night coming on, and ne) his wife. But as his son had ofteu changed his |) by flood,” and a few hard knocks from the jolung 
signs of them. fF took my hat, went to our tew! residence in such a city as London, it was impos- | of a crazy stage-coach, he ts now quietly seated in 
acquaintances, but could not discover their retreat. |sible to find out his mean abode, and as he had|a ang room of the garret story, under his paternal 
{ wandered all wight up and down the streets of | only told what bad occurred, to lis ¢ onfidential ser- rool, * sole monarch (poetically speaking) of all he 
London in vain, and having dozed a tew hours, } vant, nove of the other servants knew what had lsurveys "this being the only place of refuge left 
resumed the seweh in the moraing; but in vain. happened; and whenever he called, the servi mit || Lin, trom causes to which he will probably have 
{ was rendered almost tranty by this stroke of | who was intrusted with the huowledge of the affair {occasion to revert. 
Providence, aud embarked with the colonists for | was out, endeavouring to find where he was; and | However, your correspondent has no great rea- 
America; resolved to bury my misfortunes oo some as the servants knew their inaster had ordered them f son to complain. His garret overlooks several de- 
lonely spot om this western world. But | have to take no notice of his son’s Visits, or even carry Li ghittul 1 farius, well stocked, shug liproveme nts, 
lengthened my varration much more than I in- a message from him—they ke pt their silence. Phe |/aud every thing which our friend Cosey would call 
iended—it is too late to return to the colony now, lady remained (having received a blow on the | comfortable.’ lu the vista, tWo white spires, in- 
So pass the night with me, and I will resume my “head in the scuffle which ensued when she was res- } dicating the source from whence they emanate, 
story in the morning.” cued) in a state of almost insensibility for several jare seen pointing far above the trees, to “ a county 
fi: the morning the hermit thus concluded : ‘days, during which nothing was heard of her hus- |not made with hands,’—all of which, taken in con- 
* f came to this fureiga land, heart-brokhen and. baud, although the old gentleman used every exer- || nexion with other beauties that complete the land- 
without an earthly friend to assist or relieve me.) tion to find him out; le even offered a reward ; ||scape, presents to the occupant far more luxuries 
4t is true, the pangs of remorse may have seized | and growing extremely anxious to discover his sou, thi ii Goldsmith, Johnson, Savage, and fifty others 
im to whom Lhave always felt myself allied inj be at length heard, that three days ago he was jo equal genius, have at times enjoyed; and {rom 
the bonds of consanguinity, and of natural afle ‘e-| seen on the whari for some time, and afterwards ‘whence some of the proudest productions of hu- 
tion, which even his treatment has not been able! disappeared. Whether he was drowned or not, he man intellect have been issued. As to furniture, ! 
ig make me breakh—but my proud spirit could net could not learn, Nothing could exceed the agony have a faded toilet to seribble upon, older than my- 
stoop to ask for assistance again, even though I) ofthe old man’s mind, who cursed himself as the jself, over which hangs a broken looking-glass, eves 
knew it would be granted. You found me in this , author of all his son’s miseries, and, as he thought, | of anterior date—two heavy, old fashioned malio- 
situation, and have conducted towards me more, of his untimely end. He hastened home, and or- gany chairs, the workmanship of which same would 
fike a son than a stwanger, and was your name ‘dered a strict silence to be ke pt concerning his son, make some of our modern carvers blush, were such 
Edward William, Tshould say you were my long- | for tear of its injuring his daughter, whom he now )a thing possible, and a bed whose sheets ave white! 
lust son.” | considered as too dear to be lost. |than the driven snow. For books, 1 have a imiuti- 
The settler could no longer restrain himself, but. She soon recovered, and was informed of what lat d edition of Shakspeare, (Pope’s) printed in the 
ushing to the hermit, clasped him to his bosom, had occurred—it nearly caused her death. But | year 1761—two odd volumes of Clarissa Harlowe- 
* that he had at length found out | the hope of his being alive, and the love which she ‘an odd volume or two of Addison, Hervey’s Medi- 
lim whom he had lone considered as numbered) had for her infant son, made ber teel as if she had) tations, Zimmerman on Solitude, Pilgrim’s Pro: 


and sobbed oul, 


vith the dead.” He then informed the astonished | something to live for yet. eress, ete, ete., bringing up the rear with a col 

Hermit, that his grandfather was then residing in Phe old man was bent on removing to America, plete file of the * New-York Mirror,” which [nee 
he colony, and had often informed him of what) and the hope of meeting bis sou auimated hun to not tell you is my pillow by night and my compe 
ie liermit has just related, and as offen ¢ \pressed pore cute with alaerity his purpos hion by day. 

his deep sorrow tor his conduct, which was prompt- Some time elapsed exe he was enabled to au I have designated the * blighted lily” of my vex 


' 
d, not by any particular dislike towards the ob-'| complish his wish; but at length he bid adieu to ations, as the“ Country Old Maid.” because ther 


ct of hits suis affection, but by the keenest disap-: Uie shoves of old Kengiand. and, in company with. is such a wide dilierence between her and city malic 
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is maidens antique, has 
them grace to mehorate the disposition am 
itivate the ae rad quauties of the te ripe r. by meals 
wiheeh they are enabled to preserve lowalre the 
psing generation an evenness and suavity of ian 
er, at once companionable and inoflensiv« i, 
verchance, a joke should now and then be broke 
cross ber false teeth, or litthe Julia should playtal- 
\y displace her glossy, black wig, she lets drive the 
utedore of her wit, which, rebounding into the 
taces ol her assailants, creates a pleasant reaction, 
and the matter there ceases, and all is forgotten 
By these gentle assiduities, and a proper attention 
to th person and dress, she glides down the stream 
of time without the odium that is too frequently 
uwtached, by the vulgar, to single ladies who have 
passed the * hey-day of the blood.” 
Not so with the entique country maiden; she is 
i: very different kind of animal. ‘The gradation ts’ 
more sudden; tell-tale envy soon whispers the sad 
iret abroad so soon as Miss passes on to the wrong) 
side of maidenhood, and it spreads over the village 
with the rapidity of an approaching wedding. All, 
eves are upon her, and a sentence of ostracism ts 
at once carried into effeet by both sexes, who are: 
so fortunate as to be within the palings of the im-| 
plied matromonial boundary. However ungene- 
rous this kind of proscription may be, (and I deem 
it shametully so,) it is enough to know that the cus- 
tom prevails. "That it curdles the temper, and in- 
juses the gall of bitterness into many a naturally), 
generous female breast, there can be no question | 
an instance of one is now before me. Hy 
Miss Philomela, for that is her nae, was once} 
Jattered into the opinion that she was a belle— but,'| 
as our friend Sumpson, of the Chatham, says of}, 
lus wile, in * Pherese’—that was a long time ago.) 
She las years upon her back, probably forty. Her}, 
figure, which is rather petit, is still genteel, although | 
there is a certain squeamishness in her gait, and a 
guaintness in her conversation, which betrays the | 
disagremable peculiarities attached to protracted sin- || 


gle-blesseduess. "Phe expression of her countenance } 


. ° . Ne : ife i . . ’ ri j re ‘o | 
except When in anger) is tolerable; time, not na-||4Way the spring of life in coquetry or indifference, | 
ture, is to blame for the wrinkles on her brow—nor|, When there is such opportunity for a world of hap-} 
piness in perspective, by forming in early life a: 


. . ! 
isitasin of her’s that her hair, once a glossy brown, | 
corresponding with a pair of bright hazle eyes, is | 

° “ . . . ‘ iH 
now diversified by a portion of a silvery tt. Gray | 


hairs are honourable, and should be mentioned) and, by all the gods, the fair Ann’s hand! So, 


With respect. Buta truce to levity. \ 
Know, then, that this antique Miss lives in the) 
family of which Lam a branch, as a kind of com-} 
panion, but in fact assumes the authority of mis-. 
tress. As | entered the mansion, in appearance! 
rather a-la-Diddler, her scrutinizing optics neither 
luncied my florid visage, or the fashion of my) 
“rig.’ | was, therefore, packed into the lofty) 
apartment aforesaid, and without a great show of, 
eremony. After remaining two days in the attic, | 
iny mother and sisters ventured to invite me below| 
0 a ceremonious breakfast. Never was invitation’ 
more acceptable. I was nearly dead with ennwi,| 
ind hungry as a pointer. 1 had already anticipat-| 
ed a veal set-to at the beef-steaks, which I knew) 
| 

\ 





were smoking by the fire, having been two days 

‘soups, gruels, and the nauseous contents of gal-) 
“pols, When T heard the joyful summons for ap.) 
proaching the table. I was on the spot in atwink-!| 
ing, with difficulty restraining my impatience dur-|| 
ig the formality of the blessing. When, lo! the! 


! 2 . . 
‘elicate nerves of Miss Philomela could not “ bear || 


‘he presence of the prodigal,” and she was borne | 
il in a violent fit of hysterics, very much to my 


atisfaction. ILowever, my happiness was destined! 


to be of but short duration, for no sooner had the 
iTeRY vers f Polgarhek was ren 

DACK f his @urret, wit strict nections hott 
leave tf dure his stay By two-headed Jan is, | 
wou mave subsenbeda tive dollar bill towards 
purchas g Mrs. Walstein a grav wig. to be used 
the pext time she pvlavs the Hon. Miss I ucretia 


Mi . had that lady been present to have wit- 
nessed this serio-comical scene. It was done, as 
you critics sometimes savy, to the life, 

Insulated, as | now am, through the instrumen- 
tality of this she-dragon, from enjoying the society 
of the tamuly in quiet, alter an absence of many 
long months, you cannot be astonished at my pre- 
sent aversion towards the traternity of which she 
Having never here 
tofore taken the trouble to examine, much less to 


is So Conspicuous a member, 


analyse one of thew species, my knowledge had 
been derived from the assertions of others, whom 
and an oc- 
casional carricature (as | supposed) upon the stage 

but, alas! the representatfons which L had imagin- 
ed proceeded trom levity or malice, were but water- 
colours in reality. ‘Thank heaven, | have but few 
enemies, but were | possessed of any ever so in- 
veterate, the worst possible punishment | should 
wish either of them, would be the shrivelled arms 
of the antique Philomela. Like the fable of the 
dog in the manger, she will neither cultivate hap- 
piness herself, or permit the enjoyment of it in 
others. What a melancholy reflection for those 


1 disbelieved, and charged with malice, 


/who are approaching a certain age, that their com- 


panions through the dreary and untertile vale of 
single-blessedness, must partake of this forlorn and 
odious character. 

But avaunt to this disgusting subject. O! when 
f contrast with this sombre picture, the beauty and 
Virtues of my angelic Ann, and am compelled to 
defer for awhile the blisstul moment when I shall 
call her mine, each day seems an age, 


“Till Hymen brought his love delighted hour, 

* There dweli vo joy in bdeu’s rosy bower: 

“The world was sad, the garden was a wild, 

* And maw, the hermit, sigh’d, tili woman smiled ” 


1 am surprised, amazed, that there should remain, 
@ young heart in creation so dead to the most re-| 
fined and godlike passion of our nature, as to idle} 


matrimonial alliance based upon love and principle, 
ut what have [here ?—post-marked New-York, 


adieu! C.} 





ana - . SS SSE RES 
THE GATHERER. 


© Here shall the maiden smile ber frowns away, 
* While Reason’s portrait Faucy shall display.” 


_——_ ——- —— = 


CHINESE PROVERBS. 
A woman seldom spoken of is praised the most. 
It is only women and fools that never forgive. 
Women’s tongues are swords that never rust. 
She who buys her complexion will sell it again. 
He who forges favours remembers injuries. 
A rich fool is comparable to an overgrown hog. 














SPANISH PROVERBS. 

Tell not what you know, judge not what you 
see, and you will live in quiet. 

A great fortune with a wile is a bed full of 
brambles. 

Leave your son a good reputation and an em- 
ployment. 

God doth cure, and the physician taketh money 
for it. 


Leave a dog and a great talker in the middle of|/it, an idvlator : 
‘the street. 


DR. JOHNSON. 


I i” TOhOWMe aneccdete ly s i 
ed on tin sul T\ Mii \\ ‘ 
tlouse. w Was iotin will } vil 
Nii Phi On a cert ecca vl 
Phrale’s “Streatham, some new piece in verse 
n Scottish scenery, was to be rehearsed and erin 
ced. The whole literary coterie were assem 


? 
bled—Johnson at their head: but. untortunat ly, 
he was im one of hos eitable and untractable fits, 


and had 


Slept none the 


preceding night The 
reader had proceeded to a florid description of the 
river whieh thowe ad pear the birth-plas e of Smollet 


on which the poet thus sings 


Not cause (how waw'st to Rewer Ramdom birth 
Ths shall flow when partial Senodlet’s dead 
The bard forgetien, and bie works unread 


At the conclusion of this line, Johnson rose from 
his chaw with 


rhyime— 


a growl, repeated aloud, and in 


This man had better been asleep in bed 
Phe tarther 
postponed to another opportunity 


reading of the verse was instantly 


STATUARY COBBLER. 

In an old chureh in the town of Truro, in Corn- 
wall, there is a large massive monument, whieh is 
erected to the memory of John Roberts, bsg. who 
died wm 1674 
several figures, and having fallen into decay, was 
a lew years since repaired, by order of Miss Il—, 
of Landarich, a descendant of the family. When 
it was finished, the mason presented an account, 
of which the following is a literal copy :—* To 
putting one new foot to Mr. Joho Roberts, mend- 
ig the other, and putting seven new buttons to his 


lt was orginally decorated with 


coat, anda new string to bis breeches huees,—to 
vew feet to lis wie Phillis, mending her eyes,and 
pulling a Dew Lone gay on lies hand,— to two new 
hands, and anew nose to the captain,—to two new 
bands to his wife, and putting a new cull to her 


gOWH,—to making and fixing two new wings on 


| Time's shoulders, making a new great toe, mend- 
mg the handle of his seythe, and putting a new 
blade to it.” All ot which items are drawn out 
and balanced by pounds, shillings, and pence 


THE BYE. 7 
A beautiful eye makes silence cloquent, a kind 
eye makes contradiction an assent, an enraged eye 
maak s beauty deformed. ‘The eye speaks a lan- 
‘guage in which there can be no deceit, nor can a 
skillul observer be imposed upon by looks, even 
Jamong politicians or courtiers. 


| PREJUDICE. 

\ We hate some persons because we do not know 
them ; and we will not know them because we hate 
ithem. ‘Those triendships that succeed to such 
‘aversions are usually firm, for those qualities must 
be sterling that could not only gain our hearts, but 
| conquer our prejudices. But the misfortune is, 
that we carry these prejudices into things far more 
iserious than our friendship. Thus there are truths 
which some men despise, because they have not 
‘examined, and which they will not examine be- 
lean they despise. There is one single instance 
jon record, Where this kind of prejudice was over- 





} 
come by a miracle—but the age of miracles is past, 
iwhile that of prejudice remains. 


| Gold is made to solace the wants, and not to 
} nourish the passions of men. In this view, it was 
\wenerally brought from mines, purified, struck, and 
istamped. Ile who expends it properly is its mas 
‘ter; he who lays it up, its keeper; he who loves 
‘it, a tool; he who tears it, a slave; he who adores 
the truly wise man is he who cd: 


spises it. 
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OR 1actN A 1. Is=SA \ ~ leaves belund him a track of bright lig “ht. but it 1s ” hie passed into the parlour—the chair which she 
insipid when compared to the light of her eye. had occupied, when he was there before, Was stand 
teemnteling ino pulichest ¥ Phe tragrance of the rose was not so delicious as: ing m the very same place—and there was her pia- 


hen wes super its face F , 7 ta : 
' ' . the warimtl her breath, and music could wake n0—he almost tho ight he heard masic he listen- 


i 
10 melody lhe the thrilling tones of ber voice. ed: a sob from the next room came like ice Upor 
jier motion was more gracetul than the heave of | his heart, and he satdown. Her mother came into 


Now ot eet now f enon the Wall 1 


pris “esap. the sea, or the change of the cloud, and the magic the room—her face was serene in grief, but the 
. of muod, gleannng through all her words, and looks,’ first buy was over, and she was compa - 
THE DREAM OF LOVE. | ) . ee oe separ 
ind aevons, shed around her acharm more grate- calm. She asked him if be would look at the 
my ¢nARLt Lt bpiow, f..) el \ : 

ful than Arabian imeense. (eorse. He Anew she was dead, but the blun: 

8 
KIC MOND, Va No wonder my hero bowed down betore her ; question shook every nerve in bis frame, and seem. 
I wave seen a bubble blowa into tts circular and) no wonder that the sound of her voice was aiways ed to breath death upon his soul. He arose and 


midesertbable benutv : on its brillant surtace were (iu his ear. that her Mage wus betore him im his dai- followed the bereaved mother. There was the air 
Pomted the most amumita rit pictures ol light and ly eccupations, and bore a part in all the myster-| of death m the apartment, and a varuished colin 
lite: graceful clouds floated ts the bosom of the) ous changes of his dream. Phere was no atlecta- | was ou the table, a white cloth tlung carefully at the 
mimic shy; a tiny sum irradiated the litle world. ton in her nature, and she confessed she loved him | head; a few friends sat and wept in silence, mus. 
aud cust all the mage of light and snmade over land- they seemed created for each other —and wino | ing ou the beauties and virtues of the being they 
scape of most bewitching spenudou. A creauon,, would have believed that fate —but lam digressing. | we re about to consign to the cold earth. He walk- 
Phere is something very melancholy in the re-|i ed up to the table, and stood as still, and pale, and 
but a wave of the au broke the spell of its ans [flection that any woman can die; but to him that!) motionless, as the form that lay stretched before 
tory, but beautiful exmtence, sad it was gone ti she should perth, was the very agony of despair. him. He would have torn away the veil that co- 
had lett ler for a tew days, mtending when) vered that face, but he could not—he felt that he 
bese i ereation, ites the lover in the luxury ot lus) ie returned to have asked her hand. On the) might as well have attempted to heave a mountain 
Visionary aspirations--it there «a smgle blissiul) morning of his return, he sprang into the stage-! from its rocky base. The mother saw—she felt— 
moment, ike a stur sparkling im the shadowy fir-'! coach, in a most delicious reverie. He held no |} a mother cun feel—and she silently uncovered that 
miament of tite, at is that which discovers a long | discourse with his fellow passengers, but wrapped | beautiful countenance. It broke upon him in all 
nourished aflecuon to be mutual. hunself up in a rich dream of anticipation. His) its loveliness. There was the same white forehead 

The moon, as she mdes on through her infinity | heart was full of happiness. He thought himselt,')— the sleeping eye—the cheek he had kissed so 
of space, has not a greater eflect upon the ocean-|| as he entered his house, too happy for a mortal tondly—the lips that had spoken such sweet sounds 
ude, than has the passion of love upon the tide of ‘man. He was preparing to pay her the first visit,! —he gazed at her corse with intensity of thouglit. 
human thought-— now permitting it to settle down) and dwelling in his mind on her pleasing welcome,)|, Her living image was before him— he saw her smil- 
into a state of temporary tranquillity—again bid-| when her brother came to see hin—he did not ob-| ing—he beheld her in the graceful motion—now 
ding it heave and swell, by the magic of its view- | serve any thing peculiar about him at first, and not!) het figure passed before him, beautiful in the mazy 
less power. Woathout it, what would be the world: | GH the warm, affectionate shake of the hand w as || dance—and now he gazed iuto her full black eyes, 
As a creation without lights; yet, possessing it, as|)over, did he notice that his eyes were filled with! | and read unutterable things. He had a ring on his 
we do, how does it dise ompose the soberest plans) tears, and a dismal, gloomy, black crape hung from finger, a present from her—he tried to speak—be 
of reason? How do the loftiest bulwarks of stern) bis hat. Le started, and in a hollow voice, that had | jlooked at the ring, then at her—agony swelled his 


bray ntlas a pout ¢ sulal aac wl wed before toe . 


was like the dream ot love. Ut there is one happy . ble 


Philosophy bow down and disappear before the on ce solate dreariness in every tone, he said, | heart he gave one long gase—and - ‘looked no 
fragrance of its breath? Lis the poetry of thought, | } * Elizabeth is dead !” | more. ° ® ad 
when reason slumbers on her stately throne,or wau- | At first he was not comprehended. A vacant,| He knew not how, but he stood by her grave; 


ders away in happy dreams. It is searcely to be | horrid laugh, that echoed strangely through the still) and they were bearing the coffin towards the dark 
defined, for it seems in a perpetual halo of soft!) room, was his only answer—then he repeated the | narrow pit—a heap of fresh earth was piled at its 
light, which dazzles while it fascinates the mind’s | | words, and the features of my friend became pale side. Some one said,“ Where are the cords?” 
eye. It is to the spirit what sunshine is to the and motionless as marble—then he sat down in| ‘He heard the answer, “ here they are ;” and thea 
flower—turing the fragrance from its bosom, and |4 chai, and covered his face with his hands, but | the coffin was gradually let down into the bottom 
bringing out all the energies of its young nature,’ Dota word—a breath broke the silence. There was! of the grave—it sat firmly on the ground, and lhe 
or as the hand of beauty to the slumbering lute something alarming in his calmness; it seemed like | heard a voice say,“ there, that is right—draw up 
passing over the silent chords, till * it doth discourse , the silence of the heavy, black cloud just before it| the rope.’ Then there was the sound, as if the 
most eloquent music.” jlaunches its de ‘structive lightning from its bosom. | orders were obeyed—in the act of doing it, a few 

Thad a young friend, just rising into m: inhood—!' He beckone “d, aud wished to be alone. He et be of sand and pebble dropped upon the col- 
fiery and unsettled as the warrior steed in battle, le ft in solitude. I would not profane the subject by | fin—then all was still—then a handful of sott, 
his career way unguided by prudence or thought.|) any attempt at describing his feelings. ‘There was! damp, heavy clay, was shovelled down. Oh, that 
A never failing flow of spirits made him alwaysia dark, hortible confusion in his mind, like some}, ,sound ! that solemn, dreary sound of utter desola- 
agreeable—he was full of sense and frolic. He} accursed dream glaring around him, and the bight) ‘tion! It broke the horrid spell that kept his voice 


could bring a tear into your eye, before the smile | rolled away its long hours of slee ‘pless agony. | silent and his eye dry—his lip began to quiver—a 
had left your lip—he was all hope and happiness. || ‘The next day was the funeral; and when the! sob heaved his aching breast—large tears gushed 
Suddenly he stood before me an altered be-) sun rose in his same glory, and all the “ pomp and | from his eyes—he stretched out his hands in an 





ing—his eye had grown melancholy and full of | Circumstance” of day began to beam upon the face of | agony of weeping. and grasped an old quaker 
meditation, Its moisture was ofien succeeded by | uature, and the merry voice of men sometimes! gentleman’s nose, in the stage-coach, where he was 
a flash; and its fire again extinguished in the trem- | came upon the breeze, and the carts rattled rude- | slee ping, and gave occasion for Obadiah to observe, 
bling tear. Me shunned the rude clamour of the |!y along, and all around was business, and adven-| “Verily, friend, when thou hast sufficiently 
bustling work 1, and would steal away into some so-) ture, unaffected by the great event that had come | amused thyself with my nose, perhaps thou wilt re- 
luary recess, and in the still shade of the forest pon. like an ocean of scorching fire upon the paradise! turn it to its rightful owner.” 
der on the sweetness of his own sorrow. His mind|/of his heart—he recollected, and he said, “ to-day { The whole horrible creation of his fancy passed 
became almost a world of itself, and thousands of jis her funeral—her funeral ! 9 His benumbed mind | ‘away like a mist; his heart bounded within him, 
visions rose obedient, at the call of creative thought | dwelt upon the words, but there was something un- and he soon took sweet revenge upon those wicked 
—his soul, lifted high on fancy’s wing, would ex-| defined, and almost incomprehensible in them. I lips that had been so cold and still, yet so beauti- 
plore, in its wild and beautiful career, the fathom- | She was to be buried at five in the afternoon. The’ ful, in the darkness of his dream. 
jess regions of imagination, through allthe variety |clock struck four—he put on his hat, and went | —— == ee 
at its magnificent domain. He loved—deeply, de-| steadily to her house. Hethought twenty timeshe At a time ee a the rest was frozen evel; 
votedly. It was more than love: it was adoration.) heard her sw eetly-toned, laughing voice,as he pass-, booths were erected to accommodate the skaters. 
The object of his passion was all that woman could ed along. He turned his head once or twice to Xe. A dirty, dandified-fellow happene od to fall in, 
be. ‘There is no object, in all creation, half so’ see if she was not at his shoulder, but there was and immediately disappeared near one Ol th 
-plendid as such a being—the charms that are dif-!! nothing, and he walked on. He saw the house, booths. An Irishman, who saw the aceident, rau 
fused through the whole universe seemed gathered | and his eye sought every window—but Elizabeth and informed the owner that an ill-looking chap 
together in hey, was not there. He rang the bell—the servant had just entered his cellar, and that le had bette 
When the sun is going down in the west, he! came, weepiung—he looked at him, and walked on! have an eye to his liquor ! 
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TH Dp T AT TI K R Mary became very much agiiated, and famtly “& was bat to smile; and | beard Miss Officious, 
4 4 ‘ ° és . , 

uttered, I have a very bad cold, sir, indeed |) when sathog home with ber callant, Mr. Worthless, 

83 » care of whow vou talh to woo, and whal, an * bere,” have, Conversing ibout Mary with as much good humeou#, 


Phat’s always the way with good singers,” in- as she bestowed upon Mr. Seusible about twenty 


THE PARTY. terrupted Miss Ann. * But come. Mary, do mmdulge . years ago, who took the liberty of bemg her Feau 

I vu an old bachelor.—* Alas, poor fellow,” sigh the company. You know you do it ample justice. for the space of oie months, and then left her for 

sitls as soon as they read this frank declara- Come, begun. the more attracuve smile of Miss Thanktul, trom 
—hut ne matter--they say “ that one goou Oh do, Miss Mary,” said a dozen voices at the country, 

rorg deserves another”—so say I, and as I have once. As none of the gentlemen seemed disposed to 


vien sighed for them, it is no more than justice * I would be very happy to oblige, but really 1 want upou Mary home, Lundertook the office. Few 
that they should sometimes sigh for me. lL never Cannot sing. Pray excuse me, | never had (he abe words were exchanged between us as we pursued 


; 
** 


wend to marry worse and worse,” say they— “ty to sing, and besides, you perceive f have a our walk down Broadway, and having arrived at 
‘he ought to be compelled to pay a tax towards | Very severe cold. 


supporting the old maids.” Granted—I will pay * You see, Mary is never at a loss to find an ceiving an invitation to call again 


her abode, L politely took my departure, after re- 


inv tax rather than be taxed with matrimovy. ©%Cuse for not obliging. but l can assure you, Mrs. Two weeks have pissed since this party was 
Now, from this, one would suppose that | disliked Holman never sang so sweetly as | have heard | given, and of course a dashing rich old bachelor, 
the society of ladies. ‘ Not so fast, Mr. Rapid,’ Miss Mary. Do, gentlemen, assist me to prevail jike mysell, could not avoid being present at se- 


love their company exceedingly. upon her—doubtless you have more wflucnce. Mr. yveral since, where many witty things were ut- 

Not long since 1 received a very polite snvita-|| W orthless, do you undertake the dificult task.” tered at poor Marv's expense, ind she has become 
tion written on perfumed embossed paper taste-) Mr. Worthless, and in truth the whole circle, in- | so celebrated for her “ itroductory exploit,” as it 
‘ ’ 9 * 


fully edged with gold, trom Miss Margaret Thirty, sisted. * No” would not be received for an an- ts called, that ] imagine most of the readers of this 
to attend her party. I was in my counting-room)Swer, and Mary began * Sweet Home,’ with a jessay have either seen or heard of her. 

when it arrived, posting my books, and calculating) fluttering heart, and a crimson cheek. ‘They had! | went the other evening with Mary to the Park 
the receipts of the day. [ broke the Cupid and | literally teazed her into a tever. Theatre, and * Home, sweet home,’ was intro- 
bow of arrows, (which, by-the-by, was impressed | 1 was led, from the frequent assurances of Miss duced into the opera then performed. lt had 
upon the seal.) and swallowed the contents with Ann to that effect, to suppose that the young lady | scarcely commenced when Mary's eyes filled with 
satisfaction. Turning to James, | gave him the! in question had really an excellent voice—more |tears—it was at the recollection of her own failure 
directions of my business, and hurried home to || sweet perhaps than the throb of the nightingale, or! ip the same piece of music that caused them—from 
dress. Punctual to a moment I stood before Miss the duleet strains ot the flute. Bat what was my |! my heart I pitied her, and TI then came to the un- 
Margaret's mansion in Broadway ; a gentle tap at the | surprise when sounds the most discordant I had | alterable determination uever to marry, for it ap- 
door announced my arrival—the servant approach-||ever heard broke upon my ear. ‘The company) peared to me evident, that if the ladies take such 
ed, with much ceremony and a very polite bow, de-'| were nearly convulsed with laughter, and Mary delight in mortifying the feelings of each other, 
manded my purpose there. 1 told him, and he’! stopped, so mortified, that 1 thought 1 saw a tear ‘they would not be very backward in conferring 
ushered me into the drawing-room, where Miss |in her eye. ithe same obligation upon the members of my own 
Margaret herself attended me. After the usual} Again she begged to be excused, but no. | SEX, Karip. 
congratulations, | was conveyed to the parlour,|  “* That is charming,” said Miss Officious, laugh- | 




















= ye ree 
roduc » party. hey all arose to! ing in her sleeve. } . 
und introduced to the party Phey : | 5 ( _ | | THE DRAMA. 
welcome me. I thanked them, and was seated. — || Ienchanting song,” simpered beau Worthless. |! _ ee ee . 
ie : : , 2 ° ; > Vien 
Never before had | been in the presence of so, Never heard any thing so fine in my lite. Do es ts 2.ide's © poor plager, 
° ; . v | "g0g> 7 : ° . cm > ” “ Who fret 4 struts his b won the stage, 

much beauty and fashion, and 1 felt somewhat em- | proces d, for you do it gree justice, I assure you.” siLaintaaee 
barrassed as my eyes wandered around the magni-; Poor Mary began again, and went on very well, sinececneeenadiiaieataiatiiedaitaaaiiaaeaitietthaattas italiane ‘ 
ficeut chamber. Pictures and mirrors were arranged | until she was again interrupted by the giggling of | ACTORS. 
in bountiful profusion along the walls. Two large! every lady and gentleman in the room. 


nti | , (On the receipt of the following communication, 
chandeliers were suspended from the celling—the Miss Ann smothered a laugh with her hand- || we were in doubt whether to substitute it for our 


rich medation carpet yielded to the pressure of the) kerchief; a little polite Frenchman dryly sighed, | ysual remarks upon the performances at the Thea- 
delicate little fect of the ladies—the glowing Lehigh||* Oh dear 7 and Mr. Uneasy, covering both ears | tres or not, but courtesy for the author, whom we 
coal sent forth its fervent heat from the shining | with his hands, deeply groaned in the spirit. | esteem as a liberal-minded gentleman, and one who 
grate—the silver candlesticks, adorned with inimi-'| Again the soug was unfinished. (holds a most distinguished rank in society, has in- 

table cuttings from the classic scissors of master “4 lovely composition—inspired poet—bow || duced us to give it the preference. | 
Hubard—the generous sideboard, loaded with the! oasy and how sweet. We must have the last verse. H ‘That the present age is enlightened and refined, 
luxuries from every clime, gave promise of a rich| It would be a pity to disappoint us now. It is|/no one will deny, but it is a serious question whe- 
repast to occupy the idle moments of the company. really sublime—’pou honour,” said young Mr.||ther there does not remain more of ancient bigotry 
I say | felt embarrassed when I looked on these—| Hateful. Hand groundless prejudice than most persons are 
but how shall I describe my feelings when I gazed) «& "Pat's the time of day, my flower,” whispered |! aware. There is no cleaver evidence of this fact 
on the pretty faces of the girls. J shall hot a! Dick Vulgar to his intimate friend, Charles Paltry,! than the present absurd antipathy to the company 
tempt it—suffice it to mention that = 1 felt all OVerliwho sat next to him. “ Insist upon the song—|jof actors, by those who assume the character of 
50, and that bashfulness, like an epidemic, seemed | That's the time.” } wisdom and liberality. Indeed, in this particular, 
to infect the whole assembly, and that silence, by Mary was induced to conclude “ Sweet Home,” | I am of opinion that we have degenerated rather 
degrees, became the reigning empress of the scene. | very much to the amusement of her delighted lis-| than improved, and Jost our taste and admiration 
Lhe conversation died away, and we were all, as teners, and to the no small annoyance of Mr. for those classical accomplishments, such as orato- 
the Frenchman in the play says, “ as still as one Uneasy. ry, declamation, poetry, and music, which it should 
little mouse.” A stifled cough, now and then.| After this, the cake and wine went round, the| be every gentleman’s pleasure to acquire. In what 
irom most of the guests present, alone interrupted company became more easy and better acquainted | consists the degradation of an actor’ In speaking 
the unwelcome silence. Finding no one inclined tO with each other. It seemed to be another scene—| for pay? That cannot be? It is every man’s 
a ewes wen up resolution sufficient to ask ow all was life and frolic—wit sparkled and the | duty, and should be his pride to purchase a noble 
. ~y ary D- for s song. jest prevailed—all was chit-chat and merriment— | independence, by any means that are not contrary 
I never sing, sir,” answered she. levery heart seemed to partake of the general glow) to the laws of God or man. Besides, the lawyer 
“y have heard her, Mr. Rapid,” immediately lof good feeling, but when my eye turned to Miss || goes into court, and pours forth all his eloquence 
"plied Miss Ann Officious. |Mary, I found her melancholy and dejected—she | for a fee. The very clergyman rises into the pul- 
; And so have I,” said another lady. had become an object for tolly to ridicule, and ill-!) pit, breathes out the sentiments of our blessed 
‘ You'll not refuse me, then ?” _. |inature to think of; and she was now sure of being || religion, and finishes the service by handing round 
* Do you know * Sweet Home,’ Miss Mary remembered but to be laughed at wherever she ‘the plate for pecuniary remuneration. Is it be- 

‘ She does,” said Ann, “ | 

‘hin Mrs. Burke.” I 


and she sings it better) wet. cause he acts in light or irreligious pieces ? Cer- 
| At one o'clock the company dispersed, Mary)|tainly not. ‘The stage gives the best lessons in 

* Indeed, we should be very thankful if you! was unnoticed amid the bustle for shawls, coats,| morality, because it pleases the senses, while it in- 
ld favour us with it.” Nand hats. If by accident any one looked at her,’ structs, refines, and elevates the heart. It is, with 
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et that 1 ies we ie urp ‘ nt ‘ 


ole a6 eu tellow worms. Its illiberal, 1 


tance, by the Pooglish, in liberals Phere is net : ; . 

halt the disgrace attached to the profession there | i baoto mparauivery, wit 
as here. in a laud of freedom. of science, of relygrous | the ’ solw is that revolve around us, and ! 
toleration, and republican sentunents li ws we i) With the gvreatness, the mtioite greathess | 
lrequently that an bon hb nobleman, high on be ( reator, and what is the dillerence between 
and honours. marries an actre * raises het tiers! Clor that treads the boaras and the 
own wealth and distinction, and she ww « ‘ reatest hing Ubat ever felt lis silly bosom swell 
with honours as she follows the giddy car the pretty splendour of his crown are they 
fashionable dissipation Why should not we ree not both made by the same Gsod, sent ito Un 
spect a gentioman wherever he ts tound Phe!) same world, destined to the same weary jourhey 


member of Congress lilts his voice to protect thie 


| weeping and wo, possessed ol thee hike passious, 


rights of the tation the actor exerts bins my guilty of the same sins, and doomed, within a few 


the same manner to soothe them musfortune and. ! 
bepuile them Care The latter may posse the |! 
powerlul talent of a Garnek, combined wath all the 
nobleness of a Washington or Fayette, and might « 
have been equally distinguished, u that overruling | 
(sod, who prince eS each man at lis post, had piven. 
him the opportunity. [Tf he is a great actor, crowd 


7 | 
throng to gaze and aciiure Phe votaries of ta- | | 


shion, the wealthy aud the learned, philosophers, narrow prejudice >that prevails igaist th sexcellent 


poets, and moralists, resort to the muaie world, prolession. 


ruusiory years of each other, to die .way,and be ; 


orpotten. Woiiv. then, because fate has placed a 


paudy seeptre mm ius hand, and stuck him as ¢ me- 


‘ 
hanist would au automaton, a Consprcueus situa. 


ion, does Le presume to sce fl at his tcllow worm, 
ime masuit his 4 reator, hy treating with cont inpt 


| 


being of lus make. Phe wise, the feeling, the 


ligh-iminded, and the great man, will be above the 


5 


4. A. kh. 





Where pole wusure aud Hoprovement await thew ap 
proach, Lhe ippears the lotty dome trembles 
with shoutings und applause. the proceeds in his 
part, passion tlashes from his eye, aud trembles on 
his bp: by bis peculiar and beautiful art, be 
uaS imparted bis feeling to every breast—and 
iain, his eves are filled with tears, and his bosom 
heaves, and lis voice is sott, and sweet, and tremu 
lous, and every heart melts Phe audience weep, 
and applaud, and admire—they acknowledge bis 
greatness, and perhaps are convinced of tis vir 
tues. It may be that by his professional exertions 
he supports a family, otherwise desolate ; or is cha- 
ritable to the poor beggar, and “ feeds the hungry, | 
and clothes the naked.” ALL this LE know ts often 
the case. The best of men may, from necessity 


or choice, have pursued that line; but they are 


s 


actors; good or bad, no matter how noble may be 
their hearts, how refined and high-minded then 
scutiments, it is enough that they are actors, aud 


bigotry or ignorance, or error, closes agamst them 
the doors of fashion, and bids them stand aloof 
from the superior domains of their tellow men. In) 
england, private theatres are not at all unusual, 
uid acting plays ts considered as a delightful em-!! 
ployment. ‘The Roman emperors have trequently 


unused themselves in this innocent and rational 
manner; and itis related of Solon, the Athenian | 
legislator, that he bas sung and performed upon 
the public stage. What is the difference between 
the dramatist and the tragedian. Shakspeare wrote 
plays, and Garrick acted them. ‘They are fellow- 
labourers in an attempt to amuse and instruct the | 
world; and Addison and Otway have been only 


stowed upon Cooke or Kemble. 

The ancient nations, whose names time cannot 
erase from the tablet of history, were celebrated 
for rich music and passionate song and histrionic 
display. The warrior came trom the triumph of 
the battle-field, and received his immortality from 
some patronising poet. 


Meritt and genius were! 
always rewarded, no matter whether called into’ 
action upon the slage, on the race-course, or in 


The Por icide a Tragedi By Robe rt Alli i Wood ys Co 
sharers in the toil and consequent applause be- | 


FOREIGN LITERATURE. 





Let we drink often trom this Leiog stream 


i? ses, Cestre the interest {f tiv 
1 hv ey.ciamat ! \ ii ‘ iiiiie j j lise 
ter ising Deen the tevetu VY oestrover t i 
ative Ss a Deaulilul speci 1 Of simpi et 
‘ 
PASS TORTIE hidalttitet 
! i what & 
‘ et ' ‘ es 
‘ i “ | 
Ve ‘ a ' h 
lrawe i r ta — thew i father 
It . i ' helt { 
P ce \ ‘ on it 
»! ‘ ij ba > i ¢ the topmus 
' whie « the vital war oe arose 


As itis to be hoped that Mr. Allen’s well-earns 


sticcess on the pr sent occasion will mduce him *, 


ontinue his dramatic efforts, we wish to impress 
ipon him the necessity of cultivoting a more nery. 
mus and vigorous style than that to which he has 


habituated himself, and which. in many instances 


srather beneath the dignity of wagedy. In bis 


present drama, too, the deaths are, we think, peed. 
lesslvy numerous, and the fondness tur such exhibj. 
tions charged upon our countrymen by foreigners, 
has been somewhat too profuse!) gratified. Ther 


is in the * Parricide” another species of redundan- 
cy, to which most writers of tragedy are prone, but 
which a litde attention might easily remedy. Mr, 


Allen will readily understand to what we allude. 


bv a quotation from a jeu d’esprit of a humorous 


: ite vedy , , re j 
Poetical Sketehe the Profession, the Broken Heart, &« writer on a trageay of the last “age, with whit howe 


wilh Sti w for Mu and other Poems 

Wall Hurst & Co 

‘Tree volume now before us contams many beau- 
titul poems, one of which, though quite erroneous- 
ly, has been ascribed to Lord Byron. ‘The opmion | 
being formed from supposed imternal evidence was 
flaternng to Mr. Watts. ‘Phe following lines on) 
Woman we quote, less for the poetry than for the 
sentiments they melude. Mr. Watts’ aflection tor 


the best balf of the human race ts unlimited : 


I'm fond of litte garis, TP siould not say 

Gt little only, for L have tor all ladies 

A teteler pone bar whether they 

Be young or old. thin or fat, short or tall; 

Lut here the meaning F would teign coovey 

Is, that Fiowe them when they re young and smail,— 
Just at that age when lite’s delicious bud 

Bevius toburst the bonds of baby hood. 


e e * . * * . 
1 cannot say Pm partial te a boy 


At any a Ive voticet! that, treo: his birth, " 
There's aiwavean atoudture of al oy 


lo man, biselav would seem of coarser earth 
Phan our all-wise Creator did employ 
Tee ie our first mother There's a dearth 
GH habdiiiness on toner the sordid eit | 
Joo often thinks, acts, plaos, Dut for hiniselt. 
. * » * . . * 


We could select many pieces of even more me- 
rit than the one we have selected; but we must re- 


frain tromimahing more citations; andwe perform: 
our duty, in strongly recommending this volume 
to the public. 


Though this tagedy has never been performed 
in London, it was acted with distinguished success 
on the Bath boards. The taste of a provineil 
audience is, generally speaking, considered as tar 
from decisive of the merits, either of performers o1 
/pertormances ; but, in the present instance, we are) 
persuaded that most readers will sanction the ap- 
probation which has been conferred on Mr. Allen's 
‘production. ‘The story is pathetic and interesting 
ina high degree; the conduct of the plot is natu- 


the tented field. i ral and judicious; and the characters are drawn 


By Alaric 4 Stall terminate this notice : 


liow he excites our ap itatior 

iby trequcnt notes of exchimation 

To every pession @tm! atlection 

Calls in the aid of int rjyection 

lark how his hero's orrow flow, 
With Oh, aud AL! and Ab, aud Ob 
Bhit touch our breasts more cee ply tar 
With Ab. and Oh! ond Gh! and Ah 


The In prot isalrice, and oiher Poems By L E 1 


Phe Improvisatrice is a beautiful poem; but, 


beautiful as it is, we were much more delighted 


with some of the minor pieces which follow it. 
‘They exhibit a freshness of thought, and a vivid- 


‘ness of imagination, which at once announce the 


author asa poet of the nrst class. Is it possible to 


conceive any thing more truly bobble than the fol- 
lowing apologuer The thoughi was suggested by 


a Spanish saying—* Air, Fire, Water, Fame :” 


WATER 
Seek for me in the Aral uiaid’s bower, 
Where the fountain plays overthe jasmine fowe 
Seek for me in the light cascade, 
The minstrel lists in the greenwood shade: 
Sheek me at morn mid the viok Us dyes; 
Seek me where rainbows paint April skies; 
fp the blue rush of rivers, the depths of the sea 
It we should sever, there seek for me. 


Filth 
Seek for me where the war shots meet, 
Where the soldier's cloak is his winding-sheet, 
Seek tor me wheve the lava wave 
Ihursts from Etna’s secret cave 5 
Seek for me where Christmas mirth 
brightens the circle of Jove round your bearth: 
Where meteor-flames gleam, where the stars are bisplly 
Where the beacon dashes at dead midnight; 
Where the lightning seathes the tall oak tree, 
It we should sever, there seek for me. 


AIR. 
Seck for me where the Spanish maid 
Llearkens at eve to the serenade ; 
Seek tor me where the clouds are dark, 
W here billows foam round the sinking bark; 
Where the aspen-leaf floats on the summer's gale, 
Where the rose bends low at the nightingale's tal 
Where the wind harp wakens in melody, 
li we should sever, there seek for me. 


FAME. 
Seek not me, if we should sever 
Parted once, we part for ever. 


Whoever may be the writer of these poems, the. 


‘merit is such, that although a name would have 


In later times Kemble was almost worshipped,! witha discrimination and fidelity the more entitled) .opferred no honour upon them, they would cer- 


3 people who admire d his greatness, Garrich to praise, as it Is, unfor tunately, but seldom met tainly have conferred honour upon any name. 

had distinguished individuals for his private friends, with. As a literary performance, too, it Is highly || - 

and ‘Palma, the French actor, was Buonaparie’s creditable to the author. If the poetry is not of | The Mysterious Marriage; or, the Will of my Father By 

Bosom Ce Hipanton, | the loftiest kind, it at least never strays into a tur-| Catherine G. Ward. 4 vols. l2mo. G. Virlu . 
Yet here is a nation, who, for no reason assigned, gid, nor degenerates into a prosaic style. It is uni-| The Will of this Father was made with the ce- 

have chosen to frown upon the profession, and) formly elegant and correct, sometimes extremely ‘sign of foreing a marriage between his son and the 

make the gentlemen jwhom fate has placed in! forcible, and presents none of those repulsive defi-'| supposed daughter of his sister, The son, how 

that situation. an isolated class of beings, set apart! ciencies of composition which diminish, and, in' ever, falls deeply in love with the daughter of @ 
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lous in every page, 


ati 


father, acountry clerg3 VISCELLANEOLS. 





" ' ‘ hh on Sa ee 
\\ j i eul ! 
eet iW 
is ¢ ' shiiol t | « t 
' . a ‘ ¢ his owt REMARKABLE DREAM. 
ess, that of his beloved Rosa, « hye I \ . iliwely cle hy .T 
! Uedionce, Whel ob, fortunate cts ports tb Scotian I hie eames of that nigut, suc- 
if comes to puss Uiat, alter ie mart ev coe y the last day of October, ar beheved to 
\ fias Commenced, an Irish pPeasadhl Pushes lug sho matrimonial augumes, of whieh many won- 
‘ ltar, and proclaims that the imtended brick iertul mstanees have been preserve DV tri n 
r the daughter of My Futher’s Sister, but the One of the best authenticated was often repeated by 
d child of the sister of her husband. ‘This @ lady totimately known to the writer of this arte 
wmother Version of a fashionable anecdote, for cle, and her ve ractty was unquestion ible About 
yuch we smncer ly beleve there is not the sholite st the year 17 27 she was in her seventeenth vear, 
wdation in teath; but which has beew cut and and though plain im teature, was much distin guish- 


ved into as many tales of scandal as there have ed tor vivacity, playful wit, aud agreeable mainuers 
een varnations to the tune of * God save the King.” Her elder sisters were beauties, and had made what 
Phe Will of my Father is thus rendered null; aud is called good marriages; but her mother trequent- 
Tielauney and Rosa are united. ly predicted to Jane that she would live and die a 


This uovel is, in real merit, much superior to spinster. On the morning alter Halloween, how- 


many favourite productions of the present day, as ever, Jane met ber mother im high glee, and said, 


(contains some true traits of human nature; but“ Mother T shadé be married, and the son-in-law 1 


‘ 


tis rather too much in the style of the old school bring you will be the handsomest of the three hus- 


to attract the attention of the present excited race bands tate has given to your daughters.” 


f novel readers, VW ho are looking lor the matvel- Se \W hat spaewite has now made it dupe ol you, 


credulous girl >” said her mother. “ Mother, me- 

Inthe first volume a very pretty song is intro- ther.’ answered Jane, “* L have Scripture authority 
luced, which, as niuch for the credit of the author, for what I say.” “© Do not presume to meddle 
is the gratification of our readers, we are induced | with the sacred text, when you speak of idle fun,” 


Copy: said her mother, in an angry tone. “ Dear mo- 
Go Lreeze that sweeps the orane prove, 
And breathe asigh to him | love, 

But whose ?—oh do not tell— 
Lita bi eoverl tect bits huow oe f : . 
Tears with your murmuring waters flow, ** | divided an apple into Line pieces, aud @s the 
But not from whoru they fell. cine , / : 
, (wise ones of old directed, T ate three pieces, threw 
For should you once my name repeat ! 
Bay, would his heart responsive beat, 
Vid echo back te thine | . . . . 
Ah Ga, nanan cahae tele suave Ulan, i der my pillow, keeping silence from the time | be- 
ane ipshe pMnsion of that breast | gan to undress, and atter I lay down in bed. I 
feu ever Cah ve lithe ‘ ‘g - P 
soon fell asleep, and dreamed, as distinctly as I 


proce; or, Anecdotes of the Listowel Family. An Irish ever saw any 
Novel. By an Unknown. 3 vols. Ltme. Sherwood, with fine, dark-blue, sparkling eves, ruddy cheeks, 
Jones, & Co and light-brown hair, showed me a piece of writ- 

Something neve in a novel is good news for circu- ten paper, and desired me to read and remember 
lating libraries. Here then it is:—Lady Elizabeth the words; which were, the Soug or Solomon, 
' 


t ighth chapte aud sixth verse. 


She has three children ; two ol them she has cole Mrs k laugh d at hie r a wehter’s sanguine CX. 
4 . « WAU i aul ale 


peetations, and laughed more unmercifully each 


P ¥, at : F * as : : 
wst but Captain Listowel, the husband of this vear, when Halloween returned without accom- 
capricious lady, aud the father of these untortanate 


Listowel is Caprice; that is, Caprice personified. 
pletely spoiled, by her capricious whims and fan- 


plishing the dream. ‘Pen years elapsed and Miss 
children, determines to rescue the youngest from EF. was still in Her faith in 


‘we 


, ** 
single blessedness. 


the fate which has fallen upon the two elder. With ihe predietion was nevertheless unshaken ; but lat-, 


this view, he and one Docior Berry combine to rob terly her mother had so derided the night-vision, 
Lady blizabe th ol thie yo ms Louisa, tuen about that she avoided speaking, though she could not 
thee years old. A story of her death, in conse-) cease to think of it. They lived in a small town, 


quence of the measles, sufliciently deludes the mo) and it was uot then deemed indecorous to stand at 
ther; the father carries lis daughter to Mr. Kelly, ithe open house door ina summer evening, to inter. 


the curate of a village, some miles from Killarney, cept and talk to acquaintances as they passed. Miss. 


persuades the said poor curate and his wile, by a) Pf, fad been at the door for some time with het 
rive of Uily pounds a-year, to adopt Louisa as mother; but the old lady, finding the air a little 
hen ~h)j ° le . . y ‘ i ™ ‘ . 7 
ther own child; so that she may be brought up, as! cold, had retreated to her parlour, which she lef 
he describes it,“ in a decent, plain way, as a good bunelosed. She insensibly slumbered, and when 
Housewile, not like a queen-bee, flying about with | she awoke found Miss F. standing beside her.— 
4Whole hive at her heels, and making a fuss about + Mother.’ she said, “ I have seen my handsome 
~ ce licaey, her sensibility, and refinement. jlad that showed me the chapter and verse in the 

he plan succeeds to admiration; Louisa grows ‘Song of Solomon, foretelling our destiny.” 
ip @ Virtuous, well informed, useful woman; mar-|  « p; . D ween Dien FO 

’ 3 3 ane answeret | S. . 1 ts 
ries well, and is happy. There occurs, of course, | Fie, fie, Jane,” answer 1 Mrs. b , I hoped 
’ ville tis, se " >| you had quite forgotten that nonsense. 


ole Little difficulty in persuading Lady Elizabeth, )~ , 9 on: 
liy in we : ; >| © Lam notto say but it may be nonsense,” said 


he mother, thi is pattern of a woman is the ve- | 

iat this pattern of a woman is the ve- | : 

! on oP \ Jane: but I saw the man in the very handsome 
‘Y Louisa who died of the measles so many years) : ‘ : : 

tS, Tae scarlet cloak he wore in my dream. 

‘ectore; but that, and many other greater diflicul- | 
‘ies, being at length overcome, there is a happy 
‘Titination to the “ Anecdotes of the Listowel 
bamily.”? 


Next morning, Mr. C., of D., son-in-law to Mrs. 
‘came to breakfast with her, and brought his 
lcousin, the subject of Miss F's dream. Three 
a Se years more passed away before they were united; 
Nothing will ever be attempted, if all possible, but a more fond and mutually satisfied poir never 

cions must first be overcome, | existed, 


‘ther, let me tell you my dream before you blame, 
me -” Mrs. F. nodded assent, and Jane proceeded. ! 


three over my Jeft shoulder, and placed three une; 
sawarded to him the sum of tweaty dollars, as pro- 
-posed. ‘There were a number of candidates who 


object awake, that a tall youny man, 





MODERN FPHRASTES. 


N 
i Wi 
i v it st « ‘ 

! tat rt ‘ i ‘ 
} nil , t! t ‘“ i wr 
Worst ¢ vers, 1 i ‘ f; disturl ‘ 
VW ihosie Stteet, ia re AAD i watchman s ihe ad, ‘ 
midnight t Cp eXposing some harmless personage 
ft ites Its mt Vances, and lowse Ss. a good hoax . 
utternug deliberate falsehoods, shooting the long 


bow, Ac. Ad 


Men are born with tieo eyes, but with one tongue, 
in order that they should see twice as much as they 
say——but from their conduct one would suppose 
that they were born with two tongues and one eve, 
lor those talk the most who have observed the le ist, 
ind obtrude their remarks upon every thing, who 
have seen enfe me thing. 
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NEW-YORK, SATURDAY NOVEMBER 20, Lsv4. 
Under the head of © original essays,” we this 
week present our readers with “ The Dream of 


Love,” trom the pen of Coances Lupiow, sq. of 


' Richmond, V ivginta. The committee appointed 


to judge of the merits of the production have 


offered tor this distinetion, whose compositions, we 
are pleased to say, deserve our warmest encomiuum. 
The number accepted is eight, which will be pre- 
sented im regular rotation, one appearing every 
week. Several efforts, though having their origin 
inthe best ef intentions, were viewed by the cen- 


) Sots us net possessing sufficient interest or polish 


for insertion. We tender our thanks, however, to 
the writers, and shail be pleased to congratulate 
them ou their future improvement, 


We appreciate the motives which have actuated 
Virginia” in her remarks upon Mr. E-dgar’s per- 
formance of Richard. But she must bear im mind 
that the gentleman is a novice, and it would be 


. 


| both unwise and unjust to predicate a mature opi- 


jhion upon a single effort. Her communication is 


| therefore respecttully declined. 


| ‘The story of “ Sullivan’s Island,” being founded 
upon fact, and detailing an incident not familiarly 
known to all our readers, were the inducements 
| which have procured its publication. The style 


is rather lame, the subject a dull one, and, upon the 


| Whole, it does not awaken an interest in the reader 


equal tu those which have preceded it. From 
i Cynthia,” the other day, we received a letter, 
‘complaining that our “ Original Moral Tales” were 
| generally rather light. In reply we have ouly to 
refer her to “* Sullivan’s Island,” which we are per 
/suacded she will pronounce heavy enough. 


} 


j 
| 
| A Dublin paper, of October 8th, mentions that 
Mr. Kean was to have left Cork for Liverpool, a few 
‘days after that date. The same paper adds, that 
i 





‘after performing a few nights at the latter place In 
N would proceed to the United States. We are led 
'to doubt this information, from the fact that My 
Kean was engaged to perform twenty-eight nights 
Vin London atter his return from Ireland, 
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POETRY. 





A Pragment. 


‘ OMmpinion tren, ‘ thieae wie reves 
Full well lL kiow itne er will be my 

lo final thy « jieaee thie tf id world 

Faults thow may luave trut Chou bast mor tor 
Sincere i fricudsbip-in thy love stice 


Loo pure ane noble ever tu deceive 
i essed of gpoodnes even to « tault 
Doevoul of tulseliood, aor to view a slave 
All that a man vould the to man art Choe 
And nust we part’ Must we, whose youthtul heart 
flave own d each other for ite dearer sell 
Be torn asunder by the hand of fate! 
i vigive the tear that startles at the thoughe 
Forgive the wish that would detam thee here 
Wien love and honour beckons thee away 
} press thy hand—it gives me back @ grasp 
As warm and lowest as thy heart is true— 
Farewell ny friceud—remember me, when tar 
from home and kindred, ‘neath another shy 
Oh ' may that Power who decorates the fields, 
Wiio teeds the sparrow, and adorns the tose 
bntold thee im the mantle of bis love 
Viuy potl ss Spirits hover near thy fori, 
Aud spread then downy pinions o'er thy head 
Vi ty bealth and tortune on thy journey W al, 
And hearts as Warm ay those that’s lett beland 
Keceive and cherish thee as we have doue 
May all good pitts and Liadppress be thine 
And sweet coutentinent litnpew tu thy path, 
Lill nature calis thee to thy hist ubode 
lim sure that thou wilt often think of me 
Will often call to mind the happy hours 
We've spent together, ut oe SUEY days 
When youth and plewsure danced im cither eye 
Believe me, William, | shall uourn thy loss 
Where’er b turn, where’es tay fortunes lead 
Nor timc, nor distance shall uy fee lunes change 
For thou art worthy of each throb that beats 
Within this achine—this co filing heart 
Lhe gushing fountaa of uiy toolish eyes 
Do witness agony unfelt betore— 
barewell, may friend-—when we shall meet agam 
The God of ck STIS dh secret Keeps 5 
Yet stall vt may be soon-—that hope alone 
Shail clothe our melancholy brows with joy 
Like moonshime beaming on a frozen streain, 
its look is cheerful, though its rays are cold 
I would say more, but that my swollen throat 
Upbraids the utt’rance of my faultering tongue ; 
Yet froin my heart one sentence will break forth 
And that one sentence is, Gop BLESS THEE 


Stansas. 


There are some flowers that fate has left 
And in my rugged path is strewing ; 
Dome roses, c’en of thorus bereft, 
Some moments, blissful in reviewing 
Amidst the wreck of formes joy 
Some bright green spot is still appearmg 
While fancy's frost-work time de stroys, 
Sweet hope is other tabries rearnig 
And when my heart bas ceased to strive, 
For aught besides relief from tears 
Lo! looks, and tones, und smiles revive, 
Such as were loved in other years ! 
Ob! there are moments, doubly sweet 
From hours of anguish counted oe: 
It is when kindred spirits meet 
Welcome, though never met before 
When deep, low tones, and speaking eyes 
Are souls of sympathy revealing 
And bright, pure thoughis, spontaneous rise 
Tn hearts too noble for conce aling 
These are the flowers which fate has left, 
Krom all that once was prized most dear; 
And, oh! untilof these ber ti, 
IU will not call that fate sever l 





JuLivs 


Stansas. 


i ,OUN LADY 
‘ ~ te rf iwe r 
‘ ent thy placs ! w 
i it ‘ musing, peneive alr 
! at « tive itimnew 
a4 
’ ' i inv @& iwvte y ' iu 
i ue « than tal i yi 
! lati t, a witesmplatior rowel 
' 
Jury mote tehud 
Wien worldly cares, and scenes of mirth 


And all the Meeting dreams of life 
Whose mtlueree binds us down to earth 


Have ceas d their strite 


! 
fhou know’ st ‘tis then the unfetter d soul 
i uraptur ad, seeks the w rid of mind 
Aud spuruimg earth's severe control 
Sovwrs tioecontin d } 
j 
lis them we find this speck of earth | 


Was never destined to confine 


A seul that claims u heavenly birth 


Thest thou not thought, in hours lke this 
Ilow strange that mortals should torego 


Lie ouly lasting source of bliss, 


And balin of wo 


| 
A spark divine 
ee | 
| 
| 


lo sport awhile on pleasure s stream, 


lo breathe of flattery Ss pubsonuus breath 


Ave then fious lite’s ihusive dream 


Awake ia death | 
i 
i) 
bor me, all heedless as ] am | 
A wanderer thom the pertect way I 
When restless fancy finds « cali, i} 
Lhese feelings sway ( 
Then looking back, with heartfelt pam | 
Lite’s fleeting pleasure’s I review, 
hk pent, and say tot ly s than, | 
Vain shades, adieu i 
But, al! this vital spark, the mund, 
Is wedded to a@ trame ot clay } 
And all the follies, thas resigu’d 
Kesume their sway i 
Soil then, Serena. wm ty et thou wear i! 
boreveron thy placid brow {! 
Lhat sweetly-musing, pensive ai, 1 
Piat clothes it now \| 
What, though thy heart of purity i 
Lite’s various follies hath resign'd, | 
Sull may st thou mourn yes, mourn for me, 


Awe all mankind 


| 

Should some pure seraph trom above, 
A bemy of celestial birth, 
Come down, a messenger of love, } 
And dwell on earth 


When he beheld the afflictive scene, 
The prostrate state of souls divine, 
His brow, methinks, a pebosive tien 


| 
Would wear, like thine LonENZo 


b J | 

To Thomas Campoveil. 
Campbell! a bard of tende: years, 
Would poiut thee to the muses’ tears, | 


Would ask thee why those tears are shed, 
Aud why from them has pleasure fled ? 


Say, sonof song, can’st thou not tell 
Phe reason why? I fear too well; 


The Evening Star. 


BY SAMUEL Ff 40a” 

‘ t rt rer of Gusay nieht' 
Wiser be tithe trom by starry be t 
linou treadest thy celestial tous 
Like Pope s benignant beam art tl 

Mild, s} ining through the twihelht 
And soon, like Hope 


fhou tadest from the sight away 


- delusive brow 


Thy pallid orb moves calm and bright 
Along the blue cerulean sky ; 

And sheds its lonely ray of hpht 
fo glad the wave-toss d seaman 's eye 

lo him, borne in his tragtle bark 
Along the rough and stormy sea, 

His pathless way oft dim and dark 
jiow dear must thy arising be 

The sun’s resplendent light may cheer 
(Creation with his gladd ning ray 

But tay more sweet dost thou appear 
fo ine, than all the blaze ot day 


L love at lonely hour to stray 
When pensively thou shin’st on high, 
\nd teel, neath melane holy Ss sway 
ach anxious thought and teeling dic 


Picture. 


On tiptoc aug ling lke the blue-eyed May, 


And looking aslant, where a spoil d urchin strives 


(lu vain) to reach the flowers ste holds op high 
Stauds a youny gul fresh as the dawn, with ald 
Her bright haw given to the goiden sun 
Jhere standeth she whom undaight never saw 
Nor fashion stared on with its arrogant eye 
Nor gallant tempted ;—beautitul as youth ; 
Waisted like Hebe; and with Dian’s step, 
As she, with sandals newly laced, would rise 
bo hunt the fawn through woods of Thessaly 
—from all the gaiden of her beauty nought 
Haus flown, no rose is thwarted by pale hours ; 
But on her living lip bright cruuson hangs, 
And im ber check the flushing morning Hes, 
And in her breath the odorous Ly acmth. 
—_— ; 
AMBITION ESTIMATED. 


Biest be the princes Who have tought 

For pompous names or wide domimion 
Since by thei errors we are taught, 

That happiness lies in epinion. 

eee 
A MODERN JEHUL,. 

Thy nags, the leanest things alive, 
So very hard theu'rt wont to drive, 
I heard thy half-starv’d coachmayp say, 
It cost you more for whips than hay 


EPIGRAM. 


Reveal, my good Sir John, I pray, 
* Why does your lady’s teeth decay, 
* Although she’s yet in beauty’s flower » 
“ My lord, ‘tis this, l have no doubt, 
‘itis her tongue that wears them out 
She never lets it rest an hour.”’ 
== 
LAWYERS. 


From cannibals thou fly’st m vain; 
Lawyers less quarter give ; 
The first won't eat you till you're slain 





They mourn for thee, that thou no more 
Will kneel where once thou did’st adure 


They weep to think your talents rust 


The last will do’t alive. 
) 
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Your genius wasting im the dust ; 
Phen wake, arise, let 
And light the phe omy 


emis shink 
‘march of tune 

Of hope, agam with transport sing 

Fill earth, and sky, and ocean ring, 
And charm the enraptured world again 


With sounds of such a heavenly strain. SopIESsK1 
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